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Secret of the Ball 


I’m going to tell you a secret even 
my best friends don’t know! They will have 
to read it here to find out what it is! 

About a year and a half ago I went into 
the sixth-grade room and heard the boys 
saying they wished they had a new kickball 
because their old one was badly damaged. 
Some weeks later I returned and heard them 
saying the same thing again. 

I like that class, and I decided, “If no 
one else is going to get them that ball, 
I will.” I had no idea what one would cost. 

I was on a trip a few days later, feeling 
sick with a headache and wishing for some- 
thing to make me feel good, when I remem- 
bered the ball. Quickly I prayed, ‘Jesus, 
please help me find a store where I can 
buy that ball at a price I can afford.” 

I came to a little town and passing 
through noticed a sporting goods store. I 
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had never been to it before, but I thought 
I recognized the ball I was looking for in 
the window, so I stopped. Walking in I 
said to myself, “Don’t spend more than 
three dollars. You can’t afford more, even 
if you do love those children.” 

I examined the ball. It was the very one. 

“How much is this?” I asked the girl. 

“Two dollars and eighty cents,” she said, 
checking the price tag carefully. 

It was within the amount I had planned 
to spend, so I told her I’d take it. I brought 
it home, wrapped it in some brown paper, 
and that night, after a Home and School 
meeting, sneaked upstairs and tied it to the 
door handle of the sixth-grade room. 


I didn’t put my name on it, but for some 
reason, when the boys saw the ball in the 
morning they guessed where it had come 
from, and one and all wrote me gracious 
letters of thanks. When they saw me later 
they treated me like a king, as if I had 
spent a tremendous amount of money on 
them. 

Now we're coming to the secret. Those 
children don’t know how much that ball 
cost me. They think I paid seven or eight 
dollars for it. That, I found later, is the 
usual price. They don’t know that if the 
ball had cost that much I probably wouldn’t 
have got it for them! 

Wasn’t it a good thing I went into a 
store where the ball was being sold at a 
price I was able to pay! But why did I hap- 
pen to go into that particular store? I had 
never been to it before. 


I like to think Jesus led me there in an- 
swer to my prayer because He wanted those 
boys to have that ball. He knew if I went 
somewhere else they wouldn’t get it. 

It’s a lovely thought, isn’t it? We know 
that God wants us to have other things, like 
victory over sin and eternal life in heaven. 
We sometimes forget that He wants boys to 
have balls to play with too. Yet He does. 
He wants us to have everything that is good 
for us because He loves to see us happy. 

Why don’t we love Him more when H 
loves us so much? 


Your friend, 


leuttene Wlrarsel? 
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Aileen thought she was 





The Only Sabbathkeeper in the World 


By DULCIE B. KITNEY 


A FEW years before the turn of the cen- 
tury, a refined English family lived in 
South Africa. Besides being a farmer, Mr. 
Fleming had been a schoolteacher, and was 
a sincere Christian gentleman. His whole 
family was brought up with high ideals 
and taught to worship and obey the God 
their father served. 

The one daughter, Aileen, was particu- 
larly keen on searching the Scriptures, real- 
izing that they are the source of eternal 










é 


“n 


gO 4, 
KSC S 
B6 SO 


NS 


Aileen brought her Bible over to her father and asked, “Why 
does our family worship God on Sunday instead of on Saturday?” 


life. And she found many wonderful 
truths. Then one day, the Sabbath com- 
mandment seemed to shine more bril- 
liantly than ever before. True, she had 
read it many times, and even memorized 
it, but as she pondered its words this day— 
“The seventh day is the sabbath of the 
Lord thy God”—she paused to question 
which day of the week the seventh was. 
She counted on her fingers, and then found 

To page 16 





















Floyd walked briskly down the highway 





not realizing he was 


LOST ON THE 
WAY TO CAMP! 


By MRS. A. VASQUEZ 


LOYD was having a hard time, and it 

was all because he wanted to go to Lone 
Star Junior Camp at Athens, Texas. 

Trouble No. 1 was the camp fee. Floyd 
solved that by working hard pulling weeds 
in the onion fields for his father. He had 
many a backache and sunburn before he was 
through. It was worth it, though! This was 
to be his first time at camp and he was so 
anxious to go he even dreamed about it at 
night. 

His older sister Jeanie had repeated again 
and again the stories of the good times 
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she had had up there the 
year before. He could almost 
feel the cool water where 
she said they swam. And 
she had earned an MV 
honor in beginner's swim- 
ming too. Oh, yes, it was worth it, all right, 
to pull a few weeds. 

Trouble Number 2 was the distance be- 
tween his home and the camp. He lived 
away down at the southwest edge of Texas 
and the camp was far away in the cool 
pine trees of east Texas. And everybody 
knows what a large State Texas is! 

He thought he had an idea how to solve 





that trouble. His uncle was planning to. 


take a truckful of Father’s onions to sell at 
Houston. He would ride with him, then 
Uncle Wally would put him on the bus to 
Athens. At Athens he would be on his own 
for there wasn’t a bus from there to the 
camp. 

But that wasn’t so bad. Camp was only 
eight miles from town. He could walk it 
easily. He had memorized the instructions 
on the announcement and it was very sim- 
ple. He would just get on Highway 31 and 
walk till he came to farm road 317. He 
would go down that for 4.3 more miles and 
then the camp gate would be right in 
front of him. 

Finally the great day rolled around. 

“Are you sure you will get to Athens 
in the daytime?” Mother asked him fear- 
fully. 

“Oh, sure, Mother. You see, the truck 
gets to Houston at three in the morning. 
Uncle Wally will put me on the bus right 
away and I'll get to Athens around noon. 
I'll have all afternoon to walk out to the 
camp,” Floyd replied. 

It sounded good. But there was a little 
misunderstanding about times between 
Floyd and Uncle Wally. Floyd wanted to 
be paid for working in the onion fields so 
he could pay for his camp fees. But Uncle 
Wally knew that he wouldn't have the money 
to pay him till he had sold all the onions. 
It meant Floyd would have to stay in Houston 
till the onions were gone and Uncle Wally 
had collected the money for them. 

And those buyers were so slow! They 
didn’t pay Uncle Wally till noon! Ten- 
year-old Floyd would arrive in a strange 
town at night! He would have to walk eight 
miles in the dark on an unfamiliar road. 

Mother had warned him over and over 





again to go straight to the sheriff or to a 
minister for help if he needed it, but 
Floyd didn’t want to bother anybody. He 
could make it alone. He wasn’t afraid. 

It was sundown when the bus pulled 
into Athens. Floyd got off, turned slowly 
around, looking for that certain highway. 

“There it is! There’s Highway 31!” he 
exclaimed. 

Grabbing his box of clothes he rushed 
over to the highway and started walking 
rapidly down it. 

In the meantime, Uncle Wally had arrived 
back at the farm. 

“Did you put Floyd on the right bus?” 
Mother asked anxiously. 

“Sure I did,” Uncle Wally said. 

“I don’t know why, but I have a feeling 
something dreadful is happening to him,” 
Mother said. 

“Well, now, don’t you worry. The bus is 
pulling into Athens right this minute,” 
Uncle Wally soothed her. 

“This minute?” cried Mother. “Oh, 
Jeanie, did you hear what he said? Floyd 
will have to walk to camp in the dark! 
Oh, we must pray for him!” 

The two went to a quiet corner in 
Jeanie’s room and pleaded with the heav- 
enly Father to watch over their boy out 
there on the highway four hundred miles 
from home, alone in the night. 

“Now I know he will be safe,’ Mother 
said quietly as they rose to their feet. 

Floyd had walked just a few blocks down 
Highway 31 when a man stopped him. 
“Sonny, where are you going so fast?” 

“To Lone Star Camp,” Floyd said. 

“Well, you are headed in the wrong di- 
rection. This is the right highway but you 
have to go back the other way.” The man 
pointed. “Come on, get in my car and [I'll 
take you there.” 

In a few minutes, the stranger let Floyd 
out right at the beautiful Lone Star gate. 

“Thanks a lot, mister,” he said grate- 
fully. “You don’t know how much I ap- 
preciate this.” 

“Arrived safe.” Mother read the two 
words on the postcard she got from Floyd 
a day or two later and she and Jeanie got 
down on their knees again to thank their 
loving Father in heaven for His watchcare 
over the Juniors of the world. 

Do you think it was God who sent that 
stranger to pick Floyd up and take him to 
camp? I do. For I am Floyd’s mother. 
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MYSON 


—the fatherless 








CHAPTER THREE 





CHARLIE 


one- 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


THE STORY SO FAR: 


Myson Charlie, born in Africa, had never seen his 
father, and his. uncle had named him Nyasowa, “the 
fatherless one. 

That uncle was very cruel to Nyasowa and his 
mother and forced them to live in a dirty old tum- 
bledown shack. Then Hajapi married Mother, and for 
three or four years, Nyasowa was happy, learning 
many things from Hajapi. A little sister, Fatima, was 
born. But one day when Nyasowa returned from sell- 
ing fish, he found that his — was dead and a 
new baby brother was dying 

Right away, the cruel anie a demanded that Nyasowa 
and Fatima come back and work for him. 

So again, Nyasowa, with Fatima, lived in fear and 
hunger, till they were nearly dead and their clothes 
were gone. In desperation, Nyasowa determined to 
take Fatima to the home of his mother’s sister. But 
when he came near the village, he was seized with 
sudden fear. Suppose she sent them back! 








HE aunt lifted her hands in sor- 

row when she saw the two pitiful 
orphans. Both of them were covered 
with sores and were as thin as rakes. 

“What is this I see coming to my 
house?” she cried. “Is it children 
who are already dead? I can see the 
very bones of their body ready to 
push through the skin!” 

She ran quickly and fetched water 
for them to use, and tenderly washed 
little Fatima, talking to her kindly 
as Nyasowa had heard his mother 
do so many times. The little girl 
opened her eyes wide with pleasure. 
A smile creased her sad little face 
and she snuggled closer to the kind 
woman. 

“Ah, if we had only been near 
enough, you might have saved my 
little brother from the grave,” Nya- 
sowa said, sadly remembering the 
little one whose feeble wails had 
pierced his young heart. 

“It may be that I could have, 
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though I do not know,” she said honestly. 
“A babe without a mother to feed him is a 
sorry babe indeed. This is not cattle coun- 
try, so I could not find milk for the babe 
to drink, though I might have found a 
milk goat. But that was not done, and we 
have you to see to. And that is enough for 
now.” She bustled out, and Nyasowa heard 
her building a fire under the cook pot in 
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the kitchen house. In a little while a big 
sweet potato had been roasted and the chil- 
dren began eating it while their aunt was 
getting porridge ready for them. 

While they were sitting on a mat on the 
porch, eating the good warm food, Nya- 
sowa saw her go and talk to her husband, 
who was filling the grain bin with corn 
for the next year. He had a kind face, and 
he seemed to be agreeing with all that the 
good woman said. Finally, when she turned 
and started to the hut, Nyasowa saw that 
he was smiling. 

“You cannot go back to that uncle who 
treated you so badly,” she said. “As for me, 
if I see him I will tell him about the way 
I found you sick and thin and covered with 
sores. I never did like that wife he mar- 
ried. You will stay right here with me, 
and I will not let him have you any more.” 

Nyasowa was so glad that he began to 







































Myson looked up and saw two men 
watching him, but did not know that 
the one with the handsome face and 
the cruel eyes was his father, Mozhenti! 


f/ S 


cry, even though he was probably eleven 
or twelve. He never did know just how 
old he was. But the thought that he need 
not return again to the evil place where he 
had seen his mother treated so cruelly, and 
where he and his small sister had endured 
so many hardships, was almost too much 
for him. The tears streamed down his 
cheeks. 

It was not long before Charlie the uncle 
spoke about the name Nyasowa had. “Ny- 
asowa is not a good name,” he said, kindly. 
“It means you are fatherless and you are 
not. You are, from now on, my son. So 
you can take my name, Charlie.” 

They decided also on the name Myson, 
for there was a very kind European living 
nearby named Mr. Myson. So Nyasowa 
Tsanga became Myson Charlie. 

There was only one son in the Charlie 
family, whereas in the family of the uncle 
Myson had left, there were many children. 
Marko, the only son in the Charlie family, 
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was already a young man when Myson and 
Fatima were added to it. He was very in- 
dustrious, and was like Hajapi in his clever- 
ness in earning money. He took Myson to 
the Dambo, as the Shire River valley was 
called. There they wove chicken coops out 
of reeds near the riverbank, and bought 
fowls to sell to the European people who 
lived on mission stations, and who had tea 
and coffee estates. Myson learned many 
lessons from Marko, just as he had from 
Hajapi. Myson could go away and leave 
Fatima now without fear, for he knew she 
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MY SCRAPBOOK 


By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 





eS eewee 


Please take a look in my pretty scrapbook, 
It has so many pictures to see, 
With things old and new and some greeting 
cards too, 
And valentines given to me. 


You'll find party games and programs with 
names 
Of all the nice pieces I've played; 
My grade cards will tell that I did very well, 
And there is a poster | made. 


I paste them with care to keep them safe 
there, 
For they are my treasures, you know, 
Then I'll not forget all the people I've met, 
And places that I used to go. 


You see I've been told that someday I'll grow 
old, 
But I'm sure | will never be sad, 
For I'll oft take a look in my pretty scrapbook, 
And think of the fun that I've had. 


i in Annan tacit tla dla 


had a kind mother to care for her. So he 
was gone with Marko for many a day while 
the two of them were earning money. 
Marko wanted to go to school to learn to 
be a teacher. And the next year he went 
quite a distance to a mission school. The 
family did not hear much about him for 
nearly twelve months. 

The year Marko was gone, the small area 
where the family lived was flooded by the 
overflowing waters of the river, so all the 
gardens were spoiled. The new mother left 
Fatima with the father, and Myson and she 
went on a journey across the Shire River 
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to a village where there was a large market. 
She wanted to buy some food. Myson was 
a tall well-formed boy by now, and was 
very strong and willing to work. He had a 
bright mind and was always contriving ways 
to help his new father earn money. In 
preparation for this trip he made hoe and 
ax handles and carried them very care- 
fully to the market. He spread them out on 
the ground, and squatted down to sell them 
to whoever might want to buy. It was not 
long before they were gone. 

He looked up from counting the pen- 
nies he had taken in, and saw two men 
staring at him. He heard one of them say 
to the other, “I am surprised, but that boy 
looks enough like you to be your son.” 

Myson looked up into the proud face of 
a handsome man. Suddenly a terrible 
thought struck him. Could this be the cruel 
Mozhenti, his real father, who had forsaken 
his dear mother before he was born so he 
could marry someone else? Feelings of an- 
ger surged through him as he looked up 
into the stranger's handsome face. 

He felt the stranger’s eyes measuring him 
closely, minutely. Then the man who was 
with him said, “Mozhenti, was not the wife 
you put away in this part of the country? 
Could it not be your child whom you 
have never seen? See, he is about the age 
of the child which would have been yours.” 

Myson didn’t know what to do. For- 
tunately, just then his aunt, who was more 
than a mother to him, beckoned to him 
to come to her, where she was dickering to 
buy a basket of millet. 

“Do not ever speak to that evil man,” 
she whispered. “It is Mozhenti, who di- 
vorced your good mother, and left you as 
Nyasowa Tsanga. And I am glad to say that 
he has a wife now who leads him a merry 
chase. I always hoped he would marry trou- 
ble, and he did. May it teach him a lesson!” 

Myson looked at the handsome, tall man, 
whom he now knew to be his real father. 
Every time he looked, the man’s eyes were 
upon him. Once when he passed near, My- 
son heard him whisper, “My son, my son.” 
It was whispered in a low tone, and Myson 
knew that he was supposed to hear it, and 
the man wanted to see what he would do. 
So Myson paid no heed to him. He later 
found out that all the children who had 
been born to his father had died, so there 
was no child to be called by the name of 

To page 19 
































WHEN Mother Hornbill lays her eggs, 
Papa locks her in the bedroom and she 
can’t get out. She has to stay there till the 
babies are grown up. Strangely enough, 
Mother seems to like it. It saves her no end 
of work. But oh, how Papa has to work 
to feed both Mother and babies! 
Unfortunately, you probably won't find 
any hornbills in your front yard. They live 
in Africa and the Malayan islands. But if you 
go on a world tour someday, you won't have 
any trouble recognizing Papa Hornbill. 
He is an important looking fellow with a 
black and white coat, long eyelashes, and a 
great hornlike crest, or helmet, rising above 
his large bill. Some people insult the horn- 
bill by saying he looks stupid and clumsy. 
This is not fair. Hornbills have one of the 
cleverest systems in nature for making sure 
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By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


Prisoner in the Bedroom 


that no enemies bother their growing babies. 

When the two birds find a hollow tree 
with a hole in it large enough for a door- 
way, they begin their housekeeping. Pieces 
of rotten wood and other debris are cleaned 
out of the nest. 

The female hornbill turns around and 
around in the nest, smoothing out the bot- 
tom to make it just right for sitting on the 
eggs. Then Papa Hornbill flies to a nearby 
stream and collects balls of mud in his large 
bill. These he carries back to the nest and, 
with the help of his mate, begins an elab- 
orate masonry job. 

All of the hole is plastered up except a 
small opening just large enough for the fe- 
male to put her bill through. The mud hard- 
ens and she is a prisoner in the tree trunk. 
She is also perfectly protected from the out- 
side world, for no creature, whether snake or 
mouse, would risk its life by trying to get 
through the small hole in the mud guarded 
by such a strong, sharp bill. 

Now she lays her eggs and begins to incu- 
bate them. Papa Hornbill is kept busy hunt- 
ing food. Fortunately he’s not fussy. He col- 
lects fruits, insects, small birds, frogs, liz- 
ards, and even poisonous snakes to feed his 
spouse. She seems to enjoy eating all of them. 

When the eggs hatch, Papa 
is really kept busy. Strangely 
a enough he makes only two or 


—s three visits a day to the nest, 


yet he keeps the family well 
fed. He’s able to do this be- 
cause of his special type of 
“stomach.” To page 22 


After the eggs have been laid, the female hornbill is locked 
into the nest, and the male is kept busy bringing her food. 
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LINDA'S TORNADO 


By MARYANE MYERS 


INDA SIMS had never seen one before, 

but she knew what it was the moment 
she saw it—a tornado, and it was coming 
straight toward her. 

She caught her breath, then ran back to 
the garage where she had been playing hide- 
and-seek with the neighbor children. 

“A tornado is coming!” she exclaimed. 

“You're a day late for April fool jokes,” 
reminded Billy Larsen, running across the 
yard. “Besides, we don’t have tornadoes in 
Dallas, and you know it.” 

Mary Brown, her best friend, agreed with 
Billy. “You're seeing things,” she laughed. 
“You just want to catch me, and that isn’t 
fair.” She started to run away. 

Linda caught her hand. “Look!” she 
pleaded, pointing toward the south. 

Something in her voice caused the other 
children to forget the game. They looked 
where Linda pointed. 

An ominous dark cloud with a long black 
arm seemed to be churning through the gray 
sky. 

“That can’t be a tornado. Don’t you see 
kites in the air above the cloud? Boys 
wouldn’t be flying kites in a bad storm,” 
Mary said. 

Billy stopped laughing. “Boys wouldn’t be 
flying kites when there wasn’t wind.” Tense- 
ness gripped his voice. “Look, there isn’t a 
leaf moving.” 

It was true. All nature seemed to be hold- 
ing its breath to see what would happen next. 
Only the menacing black cloud was moving 
—closer and closer. And above it were flying 
objects—housetops, walls, porches. 

It was frighteningly horrible. “Those aren’t 
kites,” Linda said. “They're doors and tables 
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and kitchen stoves. We 
must run to safety.” 

But where was safety? 
she wondered, hurrying 
across the street to her own 
home. A tornado could 
pick up a house, crumble 
it like piecrust, and scatter 
it over the countryside. 

She ran up the porch 
steps, glancing skyward 
again. 

Her home was right in 
the tornado’s path! | 

Linda’s father, convalescing from a re- 
cent operation, and her brother hurried in- 
side from the back yard. “I’m so glad you're 
home!” the man exclaimed. “A tornado is 
coming! It will be here any minute now.” 

“What shall we do?” she asked, her eyes 
wide with fear. 

“There's no time for anything except to 
stand close to the inside partition of the 
dining room—and hope our lives will be 
spared.” 

“Will it blow us away?” Buddy asked, 
trembling. 

Linda shook her head. “I don’t think so. 

Jesus has promised to take care of us if we 
ask Him.” She knelt down, clasped her 
hands, and prayed with an intensity s 
had never known before. “Please save u® 
Protect Mother. She's on the way home from 
work, You know. And look after all who 
trust in Thy mercy. In Jesus’ name.” 

She prayed on and on. Now she could 
hear the wind roaring, like hundreds of 
trains, drowning out the sound of her 
voice. The house shook for one terrifying 





ene 





second, then the tornado moved on. Am- 
bulance sirens began to scream. 

Mr. Sims placed a hand on her shoulder. 
“It’s over. Your prayers have been an- 
swered.” 

“Thank You, dear Jesus,” she cried. “We 
can never thank You enough for sparing 
our lives and our house.” 

“Let's go outside,” suggested Father. “The 
storm came close.” 

Linda and Buddy followed him to the 
front lawn. The great black cloud was 
moving slowly, occasionally dipping earth- 
ward to snatch anything its greedy hand 
could reach, then tear it apart and fling it 
through the top of the funnel. It was an 
awful sight. 

The tornado had touched their side of 
the street. On the corner, where trailers 
were displayed for sale, it had tossed sev- 
eral about, overturning and damaging them. 

Apparently it then skipped over the 
house next door and their own, crossed 


the street, and tore down the garage where 
Linda had been playing ten minutes be- 
fore. It reached down here and there after 
that, like a bouncing ball, tearing houses 
apart, completely removing one, jamming 
several others together. 

Linda and her father and brother joined 
neighbors to watch the dark cloud turn 
northwest, rip metal buildings apart, over- 
turn trucks and boxcars, uproot trees, and 
drape mattresses and great pieces of iron 
on other trees and telephone poles. 

Then they walked through the neighbor- 
hood, viewing the disaster. It was difficult 
for Linda to believe destruction could come 
so suddenly, so violently. The end of the 
world will come like that, she thought, 
then told herself, “I want to be among those 
who will be ready to meet the Lord.” 

When Father, unable to walk very far, 
started toward home, she and Buddy went 
with him. Her mother was waiting for them 

To page 22 


“Look!” shrieked Linda. “A tornado is coming our way. We must run, but | don’t know where!” 
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The HIKING AWARD | 


By TOMMY TUCKER * 2 
) 


OT and tired, the boys walked back to 

the camp headquarters and sat down, 
mopping their foreheads with their hand- 
kerchiefs. Mr. Fredrickson poured drinks of 
water for them all, then stepped out of 
the room. 

Joe stood up. 

“I guess Mr. Fredrickson has already de- 
cided who will win the hiking award.” 

Each year at the camp an award was 
given to the best hiker in the Hiking 
Club. The camp was sponsored by one of 
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the charitable organizations in the city and 
was located near the mountains, deep in a 
valley of pine trees. The Hiking Club was 
therefore very popular, nearly all the boys 
belonging to it and taking part in its ac- 
tivities. 

They learned about wildlife, birds and 
animals. They were taught tricks that would 
make hiking more pleasant and safe, like 
what to do when lost and what wild plants 
were good for food. 

Now it was near the end of the summer 
and almost time for Mr. Fredrickson to 
give the award to the best hiker. It was a 
figure of a hiker dressed in the club’s uni- 
form, with a knapsack on his back and a 
knife strapped to his waist, along with a 
canteen of water and a small hatchet. 

Every boy wanted that award. It took 
good hiking and thorough knowledge to 
earn it. The boys were sure Mr. Fredrick- 
son had decided who the winner would be. 

He came back to the headquarters pres- 
ently, and smiled at them. “You know, 
boys,” he said, “I can’t tell you who the 
winner is until the last day of camp.” 

“When will that be?” Jeb asked. 

“Sunday afternoon,” Mr. Fredrickson re- 
plied. But then he paused. “I think it 
might be better, perhaps, to have it on 
Friday evening instead, this year,” he said. 
“We can have more time that way. Sun- 
days are always so rushed.” 


“What’s the matter, Jeb?” Mr. Fredrickson asked, 
putting his hand on Jeb’s shoulder. “I can’t come 
to the meeting Friday night,” Jeb answered slowly. 


“Swell!” Joe said. “That’s only two days 
away!” 

Jeb frowned. Friday night. It would be 
after sundown, so the Sabbath would have 
begun and he couldn't attend. 

Oh, dear. It was going to be such a big 
event. All the mothers, fathers, brothers, 
sisters—everyone would be at the meeting 
—except Jeb. 

Suddenly he felt left out. All the other 
boys were so excited, talking over their 
plans—who they were going to invite, who 
would be coming. But Jeb couldn't go. 

Every Friday afternoon all summer Jeb 
had gone home to return early Sunday 
morning. In this way he was able to keep 
Sabbath and attend the camp too. 

But now he wouldn't be present at the 
most important meeting of all. And even 
if he were chosen the winner, he wouldn't 
get the award because he would have to be 
there to get it! 

Jeb stood up, a deep frown crossing his 
forehead. Slowly he turned away, stuck his 
hands in his pockets, and trudged toward 
his cabin. 

Mr. Fredrickson called out: “Hey, Jeb! 
Come here a moment, will you?” 

Jeb stopped, glancing up. Maybe Mr. 
Fredrickson had changed his mind. 

“Yes?” he said, turning around. Mr. 
Fredrickson came toward him. 

“Say, Jeb, you will be here Friday night, 
won't you? I know you usually leave week- 
ends, but this time I want you to be here.” 

Jeb began to speak, but suddenly felt his 
throat grow hard, and he couldn't talk. 

“What's the matter?” Mr. Fredrickson 
asked, putting his hand on Jeb’s shoulder. 

“I—I can’t be here, Mr. Fredrickson,” 
Jeb said slowly. 

“But you must!” Mr. Fredrickson said. 
Then he added in a whisper, “I really 
shouldn’t say this, but I think you're the 
winner! You've done some excellent hik- 
ing. You deserve the award this year.” 

The hurt feeling went away. Jeb’s eyes 
brightened, a smile started across his face. 
But then he remembered about its being 
Sabbath. 

He only stared at Mr. Fredrickson, then 
turned and suddenly began to run. He 
didn’t stop till he reached his cabin. 

“Mom! Mom! Please—please let me go!” 
he pleaded over the telephone later that 
afternoon. “Mr. Fredrickson said I won the 
award. Please. It'll be all right, won't it?” 
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His mother’s voice came quietly over the 
line. “You know, Jeb, it wouldn't be right. 
God has asked us in the Bible to keep the 
Sabbath for Him. I can’t say that it’s right, 
even if I wanted to. It isn’t up to me. And 
Jeb, you know it isn’t right too.” 

Jeb held the receiver tensely, the 
knuckles of his right hand turning white 
with pressure. “But Mom—I just have to.” 
His voice faded for a moment. Then he 
continued. “But isn’t there something we 
could do?” 

“We'll think about it. Maybe we'll come 
up with something,” she replied. And Jeb 
could imagine her smiling sympathetically. 

But they could think of nothing. And 
Friday afternoon came all too quickly. Jeb 
sadly climbed the steps to the main build- 
ing to tell Mr. Fredrickson Good-by. 

The room smelled of dust and water 
and animals. Jeb glanced at its unusual 
emptiness. Already many of the exhibits 
had been packed in large boxes that sat 
around the room. 

He walked toward Mr. Fredrickson. 
“Hello, Jeb,” the club leader said. 

Jeb explained briefly why he couldn't 
attend the meeting that night. Mr. Fred- 
rickson seemed upset. “But, Jeb, you must 
understand—there is nothing I can do about 
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“We have to have it tonight. I'll just 
have to give the award to the second-best 
hiker.” He paused. 

“But, Jeb, I want you to know that I 
admire you. You are doing a brave thing 
—standing up for what you believe to be 
right, even if it means you can’t have the 
award.” 

Mr. Fredrickson stopped suddenly. “I’m 
sorry about this,” he said, almost sharply. 

Jeb nodded, and in a moment he was out 
of the classroom and on his way back to 
his cabin. 

Slowly he put his things into his suit- 
case and a large cloth bag. In front of 
the cabin several of his friends were talk- 
ing about the meeting that night and 
speculating as to the winner. 

“Hey, Jeb, you've got a good chance. 


Why are you leaving now? Wait till Sun- @. 


day, or at least tomorrow!” 

Jeb looked up. “I can’t, Joe,” he said 
simply. 

Joe stared at him for a moment, then 
shrugged his shoulders. Very quietly he 
said, “I'd be scared, embarrassed to do 

To page 22 
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“NOT 1," SAID THE CAT 


By PEGGY HEWLETT 


Dp’? you ever hear that little barnyard 
story about the industrious red hen who 
found some heads of wheat? Being a very 
busy hen, apparently, she felt that some 
help was needed in preparing the wheat 
for bread. 

If I remember correctly, she sought out 
her four-legged friends—the cat, the dog, 
and the pig—and asked them to help thresh 
the wheat. 
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But right at that precise moment the 
three animals had some urgent business to 
attend to in another part of the barnyard. 

As she came to each step in the bread- 
making process, she asked for the help of 
these three friends. 

“Who will help me grind the wheat?” 
coaxed the little red hen. 

“Not I,” said the cat. 

“Not I,” said the dog. 

“Not I,” said the pig. 

“Then I'll do it myself,” said the little 
red hen. And she did. 

Each time she appealed for help, the 
only answer was “Not I.” 

The day wore on. Little red hen labored 
tirelessly all by herself. Finally, as she 
eyed her lovely bread, she called, “Who 
will help me eat the bread?” 

Well, now! This was something alto- 
gether different! 

It’s a wonder someone wasn’t trampled 
in the rush. Of one accord the cat, the dog, 
and the pig arrived with eager cries of “I 
will!” 





Every day all week Kathy labored tirelessly on that 
rusty bicycle, sanding, cleaning, oiling, painting. 
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But the little hen said, “All day long I've 
asked for your help. Now my chicks and I 
will eat the bread.” 

That isn’t such a silly story after all. 
Not very long ago I saw that very thing 
acted out by a couple of Juniors I know. 

Don and Kathy Mills wanted a bicycle 
ever so badly. But there were two reasons 
why they didn’t have one. First, the family 
budget just wouldn’t stretch far enough to 
pay for even a second-hand one; and second, 
the family lived just off a very busy high- 
way. Mom and Dad felt that a bicycle 
wouldn't be safe. 

Then plans were made for the family to 
move to the country. The old longing for 
a bike returned tenfold. But there still re- 
mained that bothersome problem of money. 

Then one lovely sunny morning one of 
Mother’s friends gave the children two bi- 
cycles—a lovely three-wheeler for the 
smaller children and a two-wheeled bike 
for Don and Kathy. 

Although second-hand, the small bicycle 
was in excellent condition. But the other 
one! Dear me! It was difficult to tell where 
the rust ended and the bicycle began. It 
surely was in need of help. 

Nevertheless, the children were thrilled 
with the gifts. Don and Kathy had all 
kinds of ideas as to how the big bicycle 
would look after they had finished fixing it 
up. 

Out came the pliers, the screw driver, 
sandpaper, steel wool, rust remover, and 
grease. Every spare moment from early 
morning to nightfall Kathy labored tire- 
lessly on that mess of rusted metal. She 
took everything apart, working and dream- 
ing of the fun she would have. 

But, funny thing about Don. He sud- 
denly remembered that he had been plan- 
ning for weeks to make himself a soap- 
box trolley. In fact, the matter had become 
very urgent. Besides, that bike looked too 
much like work. Without any fanfare Don 
did the disappearing act. 

The week wore on. Kathy was at the 
paint stage at last—black, cream, and silver. 
Finally, on Friday morning, the job was 
done, and a fine one it was, too! It would 
be impossible to see any resemblance be- 
tween the sparkling bicycle that stood so 
proudly in the garage now and the ex- 
hausted old wreck of a week ago. 

It may have been a remarkable coinci- 
dence (though I seriously doubt it) but 
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Don appeared at this precise moment, his 
freckles framed in a big, innocent smile. 
Perhaps a soap-box trolley wasn’t such a 
good idea after all. Mom looked out of 
the window to see His Majesty mounted 
on the bicycle, and busy making plans for 
future bike trips. Oh, cheers! A bicycle at 
last! 

But Mom and Dad sadly put a pin in that 
little balloon of joy. 

Because Kathy had done all the renovat- 
ing, the bike was to belong to her. If Don 
wanted to use it, he would have to ask her 
permission. Perhaps Don has learned that 
there are real rewards for good, honest la- 
bor, whereas a shirker usually comes out 
empty-handed. 


The Only Sabbathkeeper 
in the World 


From page 3 


the almanac to make sure. There was no 
doubt. Even Father, when questioned, un- 
hesitatingly agreed that the seventh day of 
the week was Saturday. 

How puzzling! Saturday the seventh day, 
the Sabbath of the Lord! But they kept 
Sunday as the Lord’s rest day. It just wasn’t 
logical to this fifteen-year-old Bible stu- 
dent. 

When the day’s work was done, the eve- 
ning meal over, and the family busy with 
their own particular interests, Aileen 
brought her Bible nearer to the lamp 
where her father was reading, and asked 
him to solve the problem. Why did they 
worship God on Sunday instead of on Satur- 
day? 

A long discussion followed in which 
even the other members of the family took 
part. Through the maze of argument, 
Aileen gathered that her father also be- 
lieved that Saturday was the Sabbath, but 
that since nearly all Christendom observed 
Sunday as the Lord’s day, in commemora- 
tion, as they said, of the Lord’s resurrection, 
Father thought it couldn’t be important to 
worship on Saturday. 

But here Aileen did not agree. Even if it 
meant saying the whole world was wrong, 
she was convinced that Saturday was God's 
holy rest day, and that that was the day 
she should worship Him. Even if she was 
the only one in the world, aside from the 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Crossword Puzzle 
By LEONARD MITCHELL 


1. A man famous for his patience. (James 5:11.) 
#2 2. The plain where Nehemiah’s enemies wanted 
to talk to him. (Nehemiah 6:2.) 
3. What Mordecai refused to do when Hamaan 
passed by. (Esther 3:2.) 
4. Abraham gave seven of these animals to 
Abimelech. (Genesis 33:28-30.) 
5. Opposite of shallowness. (Matthew 18:6.) 
6. A king who sent presents to David. (2 Samuel 
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Guess Who 
By MARY J. VINE 


For many hours they prayed a prayer 

For Peter in his prison bare, 

That by God’s power, and by His might, 
Peter might be released that night. 

Yet when he knocked and when he spoke, 
Who was it failed to turn the lock, 

But ran away, nor scarce believed, 
Their prayer and answer had received? 


See Acts 12:13, 14. 


She had a very lovely face, 

And courage rare, and queenly grace. 
An exile in a foreign land, 

God had for her a purpose grand, 
To save His people from a night 

Of massacre and deadly fright. 

And so He set her on the throne 

To give her power to seve His own. 


Who Was He? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He became king when he was sixteen years old. 

He reigned for fifty-two years and was a great 
and good king. 

He built towers in the desert and digged many 
wells, for he had much cattle. 

He had many husbandmen and vinedressers. 

He had an army of more than 300,000 men. 

He had engines on the towers and bulwarks of 
his capital to shoot arrows and great stones. 

When he became famous, “his heart was lifted up 
to his destruction.” 

He went into the Temple to burn incense upon the 
altar. 

For his transgression he was smitten with leprosy. 

See 2 Chronicles 26. 


ANSWERS 
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Jews, who observed Saturday instead of 
Sunday, from now on she was going to 
keep the seventh day as the Sabbath of the 
Lord. 

At first it wasn't easy to live out her 
decision, but in time the family came to 
accept her “queer notion” and did not try 
to change her. 
| One day Father took ill. The family felt 
‘| he needed a change of air, and so suit- 

cases were packed and he was sent off to 
the coastal resort of Durban. Here he 
‘ found rest, and after treatment at a small 
I nursing home run by a fine Christian 


couple, Mr. and Mrs. Blaine, he returned 
home restored in health. He told Aileen 
he had found the very place where she 
could take her nurses’ training in a Chris- 
tian atmosphere. 

How exciting it was to leave the quiet 
farm life for the rush of the city! But that 
was nothing compared to the excitement 
of the discovery Aileen found awaiting 
her. 

The first Friday in her new surround- 
ings everyone seemed particularly busy. 
The cleaning, polishing, extra cooking— 
what could it mean? As the sun lowered 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Janet Quaile, age 11, R.D. 1, Box 286A, Punta 
Gorda, Florida, U.S.A. Singing, biking, shells. 

Julienne Quaile, age 10. R.D. 1, Box 286A, Punta 
Gorda, Florida, U.S.A. Singing, art, swimming, shells. 

Edith Minick, Route 2, Box 84, Gaston, Oregon, 
U.S.A. 

Joella Serrano, age 13. 1107 Orville, Kansas City, 
2, Kansas, U.S.A. Swimming, cooking, sewing, outdoor 
sports, reading. 

Bobby Pragnell, age 12. Box 2057, Collegedale, 
Tennessee, U.S.A. Swimming, camping, hiking. 

David Taylor, age 10. Box 2057, Collegedale, Ten- 
nessee, U.S.A. Biking, riding horses, radios. 

Frances Nally, age 13. 1112 Ella Avenue, Kansas 
City 2, Kansas, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, outdoor 
sports. 

Dorothy Pearl Brazell, age 16. 445 South Hull 
Street, Montgomery, Alabama, U.S.A. Stamps, post 
cards, photography, baseball, cooking. 

Peggy Baldwin, age 10. 380 Mahoning Avenue, 
N.W., Warren, Ohio, U.S.A. Music, swimming, camp- 
ing. 


Joe A. Graffi, Jr., age 12. 5118 La Calandria Drive, 
Los Angeles 32, California, U.S.A. Birds, fish, dogs, 
model planes, trains, astronomy. 

Lynette Newman, age 10. P.O. Box 323, Shafter, 
California, U.S.A. Bible, reading, swimming, biking. 

Georgia Hofilena, age 14. 2027 Leveriza Street, 
Pasay City, Philippine Islands. Baseball, skating, bik- 
ing, swimming. 

Cheralyn Maree Petersen, age 10. Adventure Bay, 
South Bruny Island, Tasmania, Australia. 

Paul G. Johnson, age 13. Box 99, Madison College, 
Madison, Tennessee, U.S.A. Stamps, stars, traveling. 

Kathleen Werner, age 13. P.O. Box 112, Merlin, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Swimming, cooking, biking, collecting 
stationery. 

Nancy Jane Hillman, age 13. R.R. 6, Frankfort, in- 
diana, U.S.A. Skating, growing flowers, stones, stamps, 
piano. 

Jimmy Causey, age 12. 1011 S. Magnolia, Ham- 
mond, Louisiana, U.S.A. Baseball, traveling, swim- 
ming. 

Linda Kay Shally, Box 738, Mount Edgecumbe, 
Alaska. Shells, reading, biking. 

Mary Kathryn Brady, Box 515, Sitka, Alaska. Cook- 
ing, biking, shells. 

Linda Moore, age 12. 9 Clarence Avenue, Queens 
Park, Northampton, England. Biking, post cards, out- 
door sports, reading, swimming, stamps, glass animals, 
souvenirs. 

Sharon Kay Haskins, age 13. Route 1, Box 152, 
Bellevue, Michigan, U.S.A. Swimming, roller skating, 
painting. 

Robert L. Smith, age 10. Route 1, 414A, Boring, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Roller skating, carving, biking, 
leatherwork. 

Lorraine Weis, P.O. Box 404, Covelo, California, 
U.S.A. Swimming, outdoor activities, skating. 

John Boadu, age 12. State Middle School, P.O. Box 
14, Ejisu, Ashanti, Ghana, Gold Coast, West Africa. 








behind the horizon, the little group gath- 
ered together to sing and pray. Aileen 
was open-mouthed with surprise. As the 
service closed, she rushed over to motherly 
Mrs. Blaine for an explanation. “What re- 
ligion is this? Are you Mohammedans that 
you worship on Friday?” she demanded 
breathlessly. 

“No, dear,” Mrs. Blaine replied. “The 
Bible teaches that Saturday, the seventh 
day, is God’s Sabbath, and its holy hours 
commence at sunset on Friday evening.” 

“So you too keep the Sabbath!” Aileen 
exclaimed. “Then I’m not the only Sab- 
bathkeeper in the world!” And she told 
her new friends how she had been keep- 
ing the Sabbath all alone. 

Aileen just drank in the other wonder- 
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ful truths that we know so well. Truly 
God had led her in a remarkable way. She 
thought of that text in Jeremiah 3:14 that 
says, “I will take one of a city, and two of a 
family, and I will bring you to Zion.” So 
far she was only one from her family, but 
she could pray that there might be at least 
two. 

Aileen could not complete her nurses’ 
training at the Blaines’ as it was not a 
training school. So she went to the Ad- 
ventist sanitarium in Cape Town and then 
later to a general hospital. The course 
completed, she dedicated herself to a life- 
time of unselfish ministry. Many times has 
she related the story of how she believed 
she was the only Sabbathkeeper in the 
world. 














Myson Charlie 


From page 8 


Mozhenti. The second wife would not lis- 
ten to his marrying a third wife, so Moz- 
henti had to try to be happy with looking 
at the children of others. 

Later, a messenger came to the village 
and waited around until he got the boy 
Myson alone. 

“You, boy, come here.” 

Myson went, curiously. 

“Are you acquainted with a man named 
Mozhenti?” 

Myson considered. 

“No, I am not,” he answered, truthfully. 

“Well, you ought to be, for he is your 
father,” the other answered arrogantly. “He 
has sent me to call you, and to tell you 
to come and be a son to him. He has no 
other children. He has sent you a gift to 
show you that you will be a favored one 
if you come to him.” 

Myson looked up, and his face was sin- 
gularly like his father’s just then, had he 
but known it. 

“I do not know Mozhenti, not now, nor 
do I ever want to know him. I spent many 
months of terrible suffering because he re- 
jected me when I was weak and young, 
and left my mother to take care of me as 
if she was a widow. My name was even 
Nyasowa Tsanga, reminding me every day 
of my life that I was one who was rejected. 
My mother was starved and beaten because 
of his cruelty. Now I have a father who 
loves me. I reject Mozhenti, even as Moz- 
henti rejected me.” 

The messenger went away after arguing 
a long time, and took the gift with him. 
Myson looked after him, and then looked 
at the stooped form of good Charlie, who 
had treated him as a son and had given 
him the love of a father. 

“Charlie is my father,’ Myson said 
aloud. “He is my father, and he ever shall 
be.” 

There was a wonderful thing about this 
family that Myson liked better than any- 
thing. Charlie and his wife were Christians, 


and they really tried to be good ones.. 


They had joined a church where the sev- 
enth day of the week was kept as the Sab- 
bath of the Lord. Most of the other mis- 
sions round about were keepers of Sun- 
day. And most of them did not forbid the 
boys who attended their schools from drink- 


ing the beer that was such a curse to the 
villages. They are also allowed to smoke, 
and to go to the beer dances. It was as Charlie 
explained to Myson. 

“Now, me, I cannot read to see why 
one keeps one day and why one keeps an- 
other. I have listened to the arguments and 
it seems that there is not a thing in God's 
Book to tell the people to keep the day 
that people call Sunday. Yet the Book of 
God is full of the fact that the seventh day 
is the day to keep. Now, I do not base so 
much on that, as I do on the way people 
do when they join the church of the sev- 
enth day.” 

“What do they do?” questioned Myson, 
all interest. 

“It is mot so much what they do, as 
what they do not do,” Charlie answered 
sensibly. “They do not eat the mouse, nor 
even the rat, nor the black fish, nor yet 
the pig. They do not allow those who fol- 
low after them to drink the beer nor to 
smoke the tobacco. No one is allowed to go 
to the beer dances.” 

“Is that a good thing, uncle?” questioned 
Myson. “I have seen that you and my auat 
do not do any of these things, and I have 
wondered why. How is it wrong? And 
why is it that you do not go to the church, 
and have never taken Fatima and me to 
study about this new way of living?” 

“We learned about all of this only a little 
while before you came to us, and we are so 
far away from the church that we cannot 
go. We learned of it through Marko. He 
is even now at the mission of the seventh 
day. And you know very well, Myson, that 
the beer is a bad thing, and so is the 
tobacco, for that matter. You know many a 
man has been hurt and killed at a beer 
dance. That church does not let the people 
do things that will harm the body.” 

“But the mouse, the rat, the pig?” ques- 
tioned the boy. 

“All are forbidden in the Book of God. 
And I will say that I have felt stronger 
since I left off eating that food. It must 
not be good or the great God would not 
have forbidden it.” 

Later, Mozhenti came himself, asking for 
the boy, Myson Charlie. He did not say 
Myson Mozhenti, which is what the name 
should have been if he had been a true 
father. He told Charlie he had come to 
take away his son. 

(To be continued) 
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The Journey to Jerusalem 


(August 24) 


Memory VERSE: “I am ready not to be bound 
only, but also to die at Jerusalem for the name of 
the Lord Jesus” (Acts 21:13). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of Paul’s raising of a young 
man from the dead in Acts 20:6-12. Read also 
about the prophecy Agabus made concerning 
what was to happen to Paul in Acts 21:6-14. 
Take the map and trace the course of Paul’s 
journey to Jerusalem through the following 
places: Philippi, Troas, Assos, Mitylene, Chios, 
Samos, Trogyllium, Miletus, Tyre in Phoenicia, 
and down the coast to Ptolemais and Caesarea 
and over to Jerusalm. Learn the memory verse. 
Whose words were these? 

SUNDAY 
A Fatal Accident 

Open your Bible to Acts 20. 

After celebrating the feast of the Passover at 
Philippi, the apostles went to Troas and stayed 
a week there before catching the boat that was 
to take them on their way to Jerusalem. The 
eve of their departure came, and the believers 
wanted to have as much of Paul’s company and 
counsel as they could. They met again on Sat- 
urday evening after the Sabbath was over (the 
beginning of the first day of the week), and 
they held a communion service. The hour grew 
late, but the believers were glad to stay and 
hear Paul preach. Suddenly a commotion over 
by one of the windows rudely interrupted the 
service. Look in verse 9 and see what happened. 

“In one of the open windows sat a youth 
named Eutychus. In this perilous position he 
went to sleep, and fell to the court below. At 
once all was alarm and confusion. The youth 
was taken up dead, and many gathered about 
him with cries and mourning.’—The Acts of the 
Apostles, p. 391. 
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But Satan was not going to be allowed to 
ruin the effects of the wonderful meeting of the 
evening in this way. Read in verses 10 and 12 
how defeat was turned to victory. 

So the meeting was continued, and the way 
in which God overruled in this interruption 
served to glorify the name of Jesus and the 
power of God all the more. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 391, pars. 1-3. 

THINK how God overrules tragedies when we 
trust in Him. 

Pray to have 
to you. 


faith when misfortunes come 


MONDAY 
By Land and Sea to Miletus 


Open your Bible to Acts 20. 

The meeting at Troas continued till dawn. 
Then as the sun arose, Paul’s companions made 
their way down to the harbor to board the ship 
that was to take them on their way to Jerusalem. 
But Paul did not accompany them. He decided 
to get to the first port of call in another way. 
Find in verse 13 what that way was. 

He knew that difficult days were ahead for 
him in Jerusalem. He wanted to be alone for 
a while to think and to pray. 

At Assos he boarded the ship and rejoined 
his fellow missionaries and representatives of 
the churches who were going to Jerusalem with 
them. Verses 14 and 15 and a study of the map 
will tell you the course they took. 

Paul had at the beginning of the homeward 
journey desired to celebrate the Passover at 
Jerusalem, but delays had prevented this. How- 
ever, he hoped that by going straight on and 
not stopping to visit in Asia he could be in 
Jerusalem by the time of the next feast. Verse 
16 will tell you which feast that was. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 391, par. 4. 
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TUESDAY 
The Ephesians Come to Meet Paul 

Open your Bible to Acts 20. 

If you look at your map, you will see that 
Miletus, where the ship was held up for a little 
while, is only about thirty miles from Ephesus. 
Paul longed to see the believers there. He had 
stayed with them for three full years, and they 
had become very dear to him. If only he could 
see them! He knew he would never again have 
the opportunity. He dared not leave the harbor, 
however. But he had an idea whereby he could 
see at least some of the Ephesian brethren. Read 
in verse 17 what he did. The elders hurried down 
to Miletus, and what a joyful reunion took place! 

He reminded them of the three years in which 
he had not spared himself to give the gospel 
to both Jews and Gentiles in Ephesus. He 
warned them of dangers that would threaten 
the church, and urged them to care faithfully 
for the flock. The Holy Spirit put words into 
his mouth to tell them that he would never see 
them again. 

After his words of counsel he did something 
else that greatly strengthened them. Look in 
verse 36 and see what this was. 

There were tearful scenes as the Ephesian 
brethren accompanied Paul to the ship and said 
good-by for the last time. But they went back 
over the thirty-mile homeward road encouraged 
to work for their brethren and for the city folks 
as Paul had set them an example. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 392, par. 1. 

TuInk of the self-sacrifice and hardships Paul 
willingly bore to give the gospel. 

Pray to be willing to bear hardships for 
Christ’s sake. 





HAROLD COPPING, ARTIST 


WEDNESDAY 
The Disciples Meet More Friends 


Open your Bible to Acts 21. 

With the help of a map and by reading verses 
1 to 3 trace the apostle’s journey by two differ- 
ent ships from Miletus to Tyre and Phoenicia. 

Here Paul and his companions found a com- 
pany of disciples, and through them Paul was 
given a message from the Holy Ghost warning 
of dangers in Jerusalem. 

In verses 5 and 6 you can read of the meeting 
they had on the last day of the week spent 
there. 

From Tyre they went to Ptolemais, farther 
south on the same coast. Find this place on the 
map and also see in verse 7 what they had 
time to do there. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 396, pars. 2, 3. 

THINK how eagerly Paul sought out the be- 
lievers wherever he went. 

Pray to be eager to meet with fellow believers 
wherever you may go. 


THURSDAY 
Danger Ahead! 


Open your Bible to Acts 21. 

The apostle’s party was soon at Caesarea. They 
were welcomed here by Philip the evangelist— 
one of the seven deacons—and taken to his 
home. How they must have talked long into 
the night as they told one another stories of 
the triumph of the gospel. Paul and his com- 
panions stayed there several days. One day some- 
one came from Jerusalem. Find in verses 10 
and 11 who he was, the strange thing he did, 
and what it meant. 

Great alarm was expressed by Philip’s family, 
and by the other apostles. They did all they 
could to dissuade Paul from proceeding on his 
journey, but he would not listen to their plead- 
ings. In verse 13 read what he said. 

When they saw his determination, they were 
silenced, and merely said, “‘The will of the Lord 
be done.” 

The next day, with others joining the party, 
they went up to Jerusalem. What a welcome the 
long-absent travelers were given! 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 397, par. 5; p. 398. 

THINK how the believers submitted to God’s 
will regarding Paul’s coming fate. 

Pray to say as they did, “The will of the Lord 
be done.” 


FRIDAY 


What do the following make you think of in 
this week’s lesson— 

A communion service? (Acts 20:7.) 

A third-floor window? (Acts 20:9.) 

A miracle? (Acts 20:10-12.) 

An overland walk? (Acts 20:13.) 

Sending to a city to ask some men to go to 
a harbor town? (Acts 20:17.) 

A prayer band by the sea? (Acts 20:36-38.) 

Another seaside prayer meeting with wives 
and children present? (Acts 21:5.) 

A prophet tying a girdle around someone? 
(Acts 21:11.) 

Last journey to Jerusalem? (Acts 21:15.) 

Are you sure of your memory verse? 


It certainly didn’t pay for Eutychus to go to sleep 
during the sermon, for he fell from a third-story 
window and was killed when he struck the ground. 
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Linda’s Tornado 
From page 11 


on the front porch. On the way home she 
had seen the tornado at a distance. There 
was so much to tell her. And the most won- 
derful part was about the protecting hand 
of the Lord. Although the Sims home was 
in the path of destruction, Jesus had inter- 
vened and moved the tornado across the 
street, where it had smashed a garage in- 
stead. Linda is more sure than ever that 
“God is our refuge and strength, a very 
present help in trouble,” just as the Bible 
says He is. 





The Hiking Award 
From page 14 


what you’re doing. I mean giving up the 
award and all, because you think it’s right. 
That takes . . . courage.” 

Joe was gone. 

That evening Jeb sat at home, listening 
to his father reading from the lesson 
Quarterly. But his mind continued to re- 
turn to the club meeting which he knew was 
now in progress. 

Maybe right this minute the second-best 
hiker was being given the award that Mr. 
Fredrickson said he had earned. 

Suddenly he blurted out, “It isn’t fair.” 

His parents looked up, surprised at the 
outburst. But his father understood. “No, 
son, perhaps it isn’t. But let me tell you 
something.” 

Jeb looked at his father and waited. 

“Son, to be a good Christian we must 
make many sacrifices. Sacrifice isn’t just 
putting money in the offering plate at 
church. Sure, that is sacrifice, but it isn’t 
the most important kind. 

“Far more important is the kind of sac- 
rifice you are making tonight. Giving up 
that award is really a gift you are making 


to God. You are showing God—by not ac- 
cepting the award and disobeying His word 
—that you love Him and want to obey 
Him. 

“And, son, a finer sacrifice couldn’t be 
made.” 

Jeb looked out into the dark night. 

“I'd be scared—embarrassed to do what 
you are doing,” Joe had said. “That takes 

. courage.” 

Jeb turned back to his father, and sud- 
denly he was happy. Very happy. 

If he had gone to the meeting, many 
people would have been proud of him for 
what he had accomplished, for his good 
hiking, his thorough knowledge of outdoor 
life. 

But this way, he thought with a genuine 
smile, God would be proud of him. 

And that was a much more important 
award, he was sure. 





Prisoner in the Bedroom 
From page 9 


As food in the form of choice bits of mice, 
frogs, fish, and other creatures is swallowed, 
it is tightly packed in large pellets, which 
Papa coughs up and passes through the hole 
to his wife at feeding time. She in turn feeds 
the babies and keeps some for herself. 

During this period of self-imprisonment, 
the female hornbill sheds all her feathers 
and grows new ones. By the time the family 
of little ones can fend for themselves, Mrs. 
Hornbill’s coat has been completely re- 
placed. Then Papa and Mamma work to- 
gether to break down the mud barrier. 
The young birds leave, and the old birds 
fly off together again. 








COVER PICTURE by Lavine, from Monk- 
meyer. Story illustrations not otherwise cred- 
ited are by John Gourley. 
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cALLIND A as 


Did you know that Gray Ghosts 
will thrill your heart as you read 
about the boy and the coyote. Did 
you know that a coyote will even 
chew his toe off in order to free 
himself from a trap. Did you 
know that a coyote is an intelli- 
gent animal? If you did not know 
these and many other things about coyotes, then read 


Gray Ghosts. 
GRAY GHOSTS, by Hary Baerg $2.50 





Have you been in the jungles of Borneo? Have you ever 
lived in a house that stood on stilts? Have you planted 
rice or hunted centipedes? Have you seen monkeys play- 
ing in trees or a snake squeezing its supper to death? Little 
Jungle Thorn has done all of these and much more. Read 
this book and see how missionaries win boys and girls to 


Christ. 








JUNGLE THORN, by Norma R. Youngberg $2.00 


Who knew a secret but wouldn’t tell it? Whom 
did the hen scratch? Who would get the cows 
for Opal? Who but a dog could bring so much 
fun and happiness to his friends? Get this book 
and enjoy the antics of Pep. 


PEP, by Opal Wheeler Dick $2.00 


ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 


Mailing expense 15¢ for the first book 
and 5¢ for each additional book. 


Published by Southern Publishing Association 
Nashville, Tennessee 
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MAKERS of MELODIES -4 





WHO SANG- 
OF ‘THE 2OUTH 


J 
CTEPHEN- : 


| FOSTER | 


OSTER> WAS BORN IN 
PITTSBURG>PA. AND EXCEPT 
FOR> ONE OR TWO PLEASURE 
TRIPS ON STEAMBOATS, NEVER, 
SAW THE SOUTH: +. WHEN HE 
WAS SEVEN YEARS OLO, HIS MOTHER 
ONCE TOOK HiM OW A SHOPPING 
TOUR --IN ONE STORE, HE SAWA 
FLUTE ANO AFTER STRUGGLING~ 
WITHIT FOR, AMINUTE OR TWO, 
ASTONISHED THE CLERKS BY 
PLAYING “HAIL COLUMBIA’ ON IT 


/ 


Foster WAS AN UNAFFECTED 
YOUNG MAN , BUT UERY ABSENT- 
MINDED ---HE FREQUENTLY WALKED 
DOWN THE STREET, HIS EYES ON THE 
GROUND, SEEING NOONE ANDO HEARING— | 
NOTHING BUT THE MUSIC (NSIOE OF HIM: - 


E FORMED A SINGING CLUB AMOUG- 
HIS FRIENDS, WHICH MET AT HIS 
HOME --- FOR THIS CLUB HE WROTE 


"OLO BLACK JOE” AND MANY OTHER 
SOUTHERN SONGS: TMEY BECAME 
POPULAR, OUERNIGHT ANO ARE SUNG 

™ Te Tus OAT! . 6s se 








BORN 1826 IN PITTSBURGH, PA—DIED 1864 IN NEW YORK CITY 


Reprinted by permission from I//lustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset and Dunlap, Inc., New York. 
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